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Summary: One year after Sherlock's fall and John has still not 
recovered. Wracked with grief, he lives in regret for not doing more. 
But when John's life is threatened by a killer, Sherlock returns to 
London. As the case unfurls, Sherlock starts to feel emotions of the 
romantic persuasion towards his blogger. Can they solve the case and 
confess their feelings before it is too late? 


1 . Chapter 1 


**A/N: **This is my first Sherlock fic and any comments are extremely 
welcome! I will be updating this story every Wednesday and Sunday 
until completion. It can also be found on Archive of Our Own. I hope 
you enjoy it ! 

* *CHAPTER 1 a€" John** 


_It is cold in Ella Thompson's office. It is also bright despite the 
overcast weather and decorated in a supposedly comforting way. It has 
the air of a therapist's office, an air of falsified safety. I 
recline against a large, leather armchair - the same one I last sat 
in eighteen months ago. That was before I had even met Sherlock. Such 
a short amount of time and so much has happened. But not anymore. Not 
now he's gone. I cannot pretend that it's not true; I cannot pretend 
that I do not miss him. Underneath it all I miss him so much._ 


_If I had left what was well enough alone in the first place, maybe I 
would not be in this situation. If I had let Sherlock be when I 
realised we were getting in too deep with Moriarty, perhaps he would 
still be alive. But he's dead and now I cannot stop myself from 
pining after someone who I will never see again. I sigh quietly and 
watch the raindrops charge into the glass windows. Consequently, they 
trickle towards the floor in a growing puddle, much like soldiers 
running across a battlefield knowing they will get shot down. Every 
time I pick myself up I just fall to the ground. Just like those rain 
drops. I think I'm going half insane; I've started comparing myself 



to the bloody weather. It's all completely inane. _ 

_Ella coughed conspicuously, as if to get my attention. I was pulled 
back to the bland office the way you pull somebody from a dream. I 
felt disoriented and dazed as though I had forcefully banged my 
head ._ 

"_The stuff that you wanted to say, but never saida€ i " she began in a 
slow, constant tone. I avoided her eye contact and instead looked at 
the scuffs on my shoes. Sherlock could probably tell exactly where I 
had been and the manner in which I walked and what the weather was 
like just from those scuffs. I sniffed a little at the thought, 
trying to stop myself from laughing like a madman. Ella ignored this 
and continued. I expect she must be used to deranged people, what 
with being a therapist. _ 

"_Say it now," she commanded gently. Her words stung me like a wound 
and I shook my head. A hundred things I wish I had said to Sherlock 
raced through my mind and I didn't want Ella to know any of them. I 
should say how I feel. I should've told Sherlock exactly how I felt 
about him. But I didn't and I don't think that letting Ella in on my 
emotions will prove therapeutic at all in this case. Instead, I shake 
my head again and say "I'm sorry. I can't" ._ 

The first thing I felt upon waking up was a sheen of sweat sticking 
to my shocked face. I sat up quickly, rubbing my forehead in the 
hopes that with enough pressure I could remove all the bad thoughts 
from my mind. It did not work. I looked around my bedroom, trying to 
regain order and self-control. That was my main priority. Without 
order, I am lost in a void of chaos. The only source of light came 
from my digital clock, which read 03:00 in thick red numbers. The 
light wasn't comforting a€" it cast sly shadows across the walls like 
wisps of toxic smoke in a fiery blaze. In the same manner as I do 
most nights, I inhaled deeply, untangled myself from my damp duvet 
and swung my feet steadily onto the floor. Then, in the same routine, 
I stood up straight and stretched every vertebrae of my tensed spine. 
I tried to tell myself that Sherlock isn't really gone, that he's in 
221B right now doing one of his messy experiments on the kitchen 
worktop. But I couldn't lie to myself this morning. _He ' s dead, for 
God's sake! _I thought to myself angrily. I struggled for a moment, 
afraid after breaking my blanket of denial. If Sherlock is dead in my 
dreams, why can't he be alive in real life? 

"He is in a better place" I stated in a loud, stern tone. The words 
gave me strength, enough so to take a step forward, then another, 
then another. I hobbled into my kitchen and flicked on the bright 
light. It glinted off of the white tiles and shiny appliances. 
Everything in my kitchen had its own place and was positioned in 
systematic lines like soldiers in the military. I removed a glass 
from its regiment and filled it with cool water which soothed my 
clammy hands. However, the hand holding the glass was shaking and 
some water fell to the floor in a tiny torrent, causing me to swear 
violently. I put my glass down on the worktop and immediately went to 
dry the mess, before standing up again as steadily as possible with 
my stiff spine. I took myself and my glass of water to my sagging 
sofa and collapsed against the warm material tiredly. Then, I picked 
up the large, leather-bound journal which always lay forlornly on my 
coffee table and flicked through it. It was my dream journal, as 
instructed to keep by Ella and it was nearly full. She told me to 
write my dreams in it, so that I could find out what was hurting me 



and be rid of it. I think that she had rather hoped to be allowed to 
read, no to analyse, my dreams. Fat chance. Besides, I already knew 
what was stopping me from leaving the grieving period. It was the 
fact that I had lost Sherlock, I watched him fall and hit the ground 
and I lost my best friend knowing I had failed to tell him so much. 
But I kept writing my journal anyway, partially to keep Ella happy 
and partially so that I never forget a single exchange with or about 
Sherlock. Because that's what my dreams were, they were all real 
experiences I had had during my time with Sherlock. They haunted me 
because each and every one contained a situation in which I should 
have done more. 

I glanced over my last entry. It was the worst dream I had had in a 
long time a€" it was Sherlock's fall. I read what I had wrote with a 
sickening knot in the pit of my stomach: _Sherlock told me to stay 
right where I was. I didn't know why. He looked distressed and was 
clutching his phone to his ear. Of course I'm not stupid and I 
figured that he knew he was in danger of hitting the pavement in some 
manner as soon as I saw him standing on the edge of Bart's roof. But 
I couldn't let myself believe that he would jump off, not Sherlock. 

As he told me that he made Moriarty and everything to do with his 
extraordinary mind up, I knew it wasn't true. I wanted to tell him to 
stop being an idiot and come down. I wanted to give him a hug. God, 
every time I heard the quiver in his voice I felt pure unadulterated 
fear because Sherlock Holmes seldom gets so upset. His coat billowed 
in the wind like a cloak. I half hoped it would act like a parachute 
if he jumped - I would believe any childish nonsense just to deny the 
fact that this could be my last conversation with him. Sherlock 
reached out towards me, requested that I keep my eyes on him. Any 
other time I would have gladly stared at him and him only, but I just 
wanted to run into Barts, climb up onto the roof and pin him to the 
ground so he couldn't jump. I didn't want him to leave me and 
especially not in this way. But he asked me to stay and I had to 
listen. He was in an unstable state. Finally, he said goodbye. Those 
words rang in my ears, rendered me incapable of thinking straight. I 
yelled no, I called his name but he wouldn't respond. I had one last 
chance to say what I always wanted to say. But I didn't, I missed my 
one chance. Sherlock threw his phone down and jumped. _ 

I shivered feverishly. What I had wrote summed up all of my regrets 
pretty nicely. I was constantly caught up thinking about all of the 
times I could have spoken to Sherlock about it. Maybe if he knew the 
truth he wouldn't have killed himself. I even resented the poor man 
for not deducing how I felt about him. Then I wouldn't have had to 
say anything. I sighed, pulled out a black pen and began to write 
tonight's nightmare in the journal. At the end of my entry, I wrote 
'_the worst thing is, Sherlock will never know that I love 
him' . 


2 . Chapter 2 

* *CHAPTER 2 a€" Sherlock** 

Flurries of tiny snowflakes meandered gently towards the icy ground. 
Some of them stuck in my dark hair, clinging to the curls as if they 
were people gripping onto the edge of a cliff. I brushed them away 
a€" they were putting me off. I was lying on my front on a thick 
layer of snow. The cold had seeped through my coat and my shirt, 
causing me to shift uncomfortably every so often. However on the 



whole I was immersed in thought and was oblivious to the freezing 
temperatures. Mountains stretched on as far as I could see in both 
directions, however their natural beauty was ruined by long, winding 
ski slopes which snaked down the mountain side. I wasn't particularly 
high up a€" this slope was a novice one at best. The stretch of 
packed snow was still mildly stunning; it was wrapped around the 
mountain side and continued for at least one hundred 
kilometres . 

"Have you ever been to the Alps before, John?" I asked aloud, then 
smiled a little. "Of course, Mont Blanc is the tallest and without a 
doubt the most beautiful mountain in the Alps. Someone owes me a 
favour near there a€" I stopped the execution of his brother." I 
paused momentarily, listening to the cool quietness. Waiting for John 
to respond. 

"We're stuck in some commercialised little ski resort in MAOribel. 
Nevertheless, it's still rather something." I glanced around me after 
some time had passed in prolonged silence. Then I recalled that John 
would not be here. I felt a pang of sadness for a moment and it 
disconcerted me. I didn't like that he made me feel things. It wasn't 
a habit of mine to keep friends. Sure, I feel a little remorseful 
when I upset Mrs Hudson or Lestrade or Molly. But John is different. 
He's my closest friend and I've never felt so many emotions towards 
one person before. I twisted my expression into one of annoyance. I 
was on a case and I didn't want to be distracted by John. It's not 
like I'm going to see him again so why can I not just forget? His 
memory is surely irrelevant to my future, so why must I keep dwelling 
on his absence? Enough. Back to the case at hand. 

"There's been a murder!" I exclaimed, without addressing anyone in 
particular. I did not want my mind to wander. 

I was lying on my stomach in order to get closer to the crime scene. 
There was a long trail of blood and drag marks in the snow. They 
weren't ordinary drag marks though. The body was clearly dragged by 
someone a€" there were footprints in the snow next to the blood. The 
peculiar thing was that the body and the person dragging the body had 
defied gravity and the tracks stopped dead in the middle of a steep 
section of the slope. The footprints ended too and they went in one 
direction only. Downwards. 

"Oh, how interesting! A disappearing body! Plus a disappearing killer 
a€" even better!" I continued, placing my magnifying lens against my 
eye and inspecting a segment of the footprints. They were size 10, so 
most likely a man's. He walked with his left foot turned in slightly. 
The shoes had soles designed to grip icy surfaces; they were an 
expensive sports brand. I experimented with the force it took to 
compress the snow into the same level as the indents of the 
footprint. So he was (probably) a young man who weighed roughly 68kg. 
That narrowed down the mystery a bit, but since it's a ski resort I 
was positive that many young men would find themselves a suspect. 
Lucky them. Unless I managed to narrow it down further. 

Next, I investigated the drag marks. Usually I would already know the 
victim's identity and I didn't like working with unknowns on both 
sides. It was the disappearing body that encouraged me to take the 
case. Fortunately, I had an idea of the victim. The local police 
force had already informed me of a seventeen year old girl who went 
missing two nights ago. They were currently testing the bloody snow 



to find its owner. The blood clung onto the snow, staining it a 
shocking red. I remained emotionless as I sniffed the tracks and ran 
my finger through it. I paused momentarily, skimming through my mind 
palace, before sniffing the blood again. It contained traces of 
alcohol. The victim was heavily intoxicated at their time of death. 

That narrows things down again. I inspected the red on my index 

finger carefully before wiping it off on the snow. It was harder to 
tell since the blood wasn't at room temperature, but I could make a 
close estimate regardless. The blood was first spilled late last 
night . 

"So, John, where did the body and the murderer go?" I resisted the 
urge to go off on a tangent and think about John. "They didn't fly 
away or vanish into thin air! They must have got to either the top or 
the bottom of the slope somehow! But the question is, how?" 

I hopped to my feet lithely and skidded down the slope to the point 

at which the tracks stopped. It was more slippery than I had 

anticipated and my legs almost slid out from underneath me. I turned 
my toes towards each other in a successful attempt to steady myself. 
Then, I sat down next to the tracks, glaring at them. If I stared 
hard enough, I usually managed to figure it out. I used to stare 
really hard at John sometimes to figure him out. Or try to. There 
were still some parts of him that I was unsure of. 

"Shut up!" I yelled angrily. There. I didn't want John to distract me 
from my case. Instead I focused my thoughts directly and began to 
decipher each and every possible from the information I had 
previously gathered. Most of them were far from plausible. I heavily 
disliked the sensation of getting stuck on a case, but I had only 
been on this one for around four minutes so I was stable. 

Another ten minutes passed and I still didn't have an answer. Sure, 
we could find the murderer from their shoes and gait and the victim 
from their blood, but that doesn't explain where the body is now. Nor 
does it explain how the body vanished from partway down a steep 
ski-slope. Those were the solutions I really wanted to know. They 
were the reason I accepted this damn case in the first place. Part of 
me was almost certain that had John been with me, I would have solved 
the case twelve minutes ago. I sighed and took a break from my mind 
palace. It was at that moment something clicked deep within me and I 
looked more closely at the drag marks. They were deep and long and at 
the end point, the drag marks illustrated the victim's body shape 
perfectly. There were no indentations for breasts, yet the person was 
clearly dragged on their front. The build of the victim was also 
distinctively male. I had seen photos of the missing girl, so knew 
this could not be her drag marks. The victim wasn't the young girl 
after all. I shrugged nonchalantly and began to get to my feet. I 
supposed that those forensic scientists (and I use the term 
'scientists' loosely) would want to know that they aren't going to 
find the blood of the missing person. I stepped carefully across the 
trail, deciding to go up the slope on the opposite side since it 
appeared to have a layer of fresh snow rather than packed ice. The 
answer to the case struck me at the same instant I placed one foot 
through the fresh snow and my foot slipped on hard ice. I fell into 
the bloody trail and the fluids seeped into my coat and onto my 
hands. I didn't care though, because my hastily generated theory was 
correct . There were two sets of iced over footprints going back up 
the mountain side. The fresh snow covering them was a weak decoy put 
in place to confuse the police force. Little did the criminals know 



that I, Sherlock Holmes, would take the case. 


"Mr Holmes, " a middle-aged man in a dark uniform called from the 
slope's peak. Then "Jesus Christ!" as the officer saw the red snow on 
me. "You contaminated the crime scene!" 

"Oh, that doesn't matter. Case solved. The man who was killed didn't 
actually die. Someone dragged his bloody body down the ski slope, 
then they both got up and walked up the other side. They used snow to 
cover their tracks. Their downfall, since the snow here is packed 
tight for skiing. I suspect the victim wanted to disappear and so 
faked his own demise." 

"But Mr Holmes," the officer stammered. "I have the blood test 
results. It matches that of the missing girl." 

My mind took a second to process that fact, before I smirked 
arrogantly. "Oh, that's brilliant! The girl wanted to disappear! She 
didn't want to get too dirty though, no! Her friend got dragged down 
the slope and they used the girl's blood to fill the tracks. I 
suspect she met one of the boys on her holiday, thought he was the 
love of her life and they decided to elope. It happens more often 
than you'd expect. The plan was almost flawless and, if left to this 
town's frankly pathetic police force, the fresh snow would have iced 
over before the footprints were discovered. Unfortunately for them, I 
actually deduce things. A skill that others working with crime scenes 
would do well to learn." 

I looked the officer up and down pointedly before nodding curtly in 
his direction. 

"Good day, " I said politely, before walking past him in the direction 
of the ski-lift. I had rather hoped that the cases would get more 
difficult. The criminals were all so dull out here, unlike the ones 
in London. Secretly, I craved another criminal like Moriarty. But 
perhaps not one who forces me to fake my own death. I also found my 
crime-solving skills to be almost diminished without John. Despite 
myself, I truly miss John Watson. My heart feels heavy and my throat 
goes tight every time I think of him. I would be content if I could 
see him again. Alas, he believes me to be deceased. Returning to 
London is more hassle than it's worth. 

Just as thoughts of London crossed my mind, a familiar shadow fell 
upon mine. I almost found myself growling as I reluctantly turned 
around to face the man approaching me from behind. 

"Hello, brother dear, " Mycroft drawled. I wrinkled my nose up with 
repugnance . 

"Ah Mycroft, how thoughtful of you to come visit me. Although let me 
guess, you have something of upmost importance to tell me. Otherwise 
why would you leave the comfort of your own office? We both know that 
you much prefer the cushy life - I see you've even put on a few 
pounds," I smiled briefly, but in no way did I mean well. 

"Sherlock, I am rather surprised that your insults are based on my 
physical appearance. I have in actual fact lost several pounds. 
Besides, I had to travel all of the way to MAOribel in this ghastly 
weather because you have not been returning my calls; a fact I 
thought even you could deduce. All the more reason to believe that I 



am your intellectual superior. 


"Hmm, we both know that's not true," I muttered quietly, my brow 
furrowed . 

"For goodness sake Sherlock, I am here to discuss a highly important 
issue! Can we please put this childish feud behind us, if not just 
for the next few minutes? I am sure that you will be interested in 
the matter at stake." 

"I highly doubt it," I retaliated. 

"It would be very beneficial for you to return to London. There's a 
serial killer on the loose." 

I snorted in an unflattering manner, "You want me to come to London 
for a serial killer?" I chuckled, to which Mycroft looked momentarily 
unsettled. "You do realise, dear brother, that I can take a case 
about a serial killer anywhere in the world? Furthermore serial 
killers are beginning to get boring. They always have a pattern and 
they always make mistakes." 

"Oh, I really think you'll want this case," Mycroft continued. He 
reminded me of my stupid year seven science teacher a€" 'Oh you must 
join Science Club Sherlock! Today we're looking at the element 
oxygen! The other students would really benefit from your extensive 
knowledge of chemistry!' I wasn't interested in some serial killer, 
no. Like the element oxygen, I can study them anywhere. 

"Why would I want this case when I've turned down so many serial 
killer cases before? Especially when it's in London which is, if you 
recall, the city in which everyone thinks I committed suicide!" 

"We haveaC | acquiredaC | some information about the serial killer 
himself. The name Moriarty has arisen on several occasions." 

"I presume by acquired you mean extracted from those involved. The 
British secret service isn't particularly kind to its sources. And 
any criminal can mention Moriarty, he was in the news for months. I 
really don't think that his name is of any significance. Moriarty is 
dead. I distinctly remember him placing a gun in his mouth and 
pulling the trigger not ten centimetres from my own eyes. Now, if you 
excuse me Mycroft, I'm growing tired of your petty attempts to rake 
me back into London." 

Mycroft inhaled slowly, as if preparing his lungs for a huge sigh. 

But instead, he told me one more piece of crucial information about 
the case. You would have thought that if he is as intelligent as he 
futilely believes himself to be, he would have told me this 
first . 

"Sherlock, we know who the murderer's next victim is going to 

be . " 

"Why would I care?" I retorted. "People die every day. Just because I 
know the name of the person who will die next, doesn't mean I will 
risk everything to save them." 

"In this case you might want to make an exception," Mycroft started, 
his mouth fixed in a grim line. With that sentence and Mycroft ' s 



expression, the realisation of the victim's identity hit me like a 
ton of bricks. "Within the next few days, another victim is going to 
be murdered, and that victim is going to be John Watson." 


3 . Chapter 3 
* *CHAPTER 3 a€" John** 

A strong December storm pulled at the city, wreaking havoc wherever 
possible. Heavy bins were knocked viciously to the floor, some 
chimneys were ripped from their roofs and the great city of London 
itself fell prey to falling branches and other forms of minor 
destruction. Even great things can fall weak to lesser forces. I was 
silhouetted against my bedroom window as early morning light leaked 
across the floor, as though the sun was a wounded soldier dripping 
its blood across the world. I hadn't slept since three, when my dream 
shook me awake. I was tired and had been watching this little spindly 
tree across the street for at least an hour. I often observed that 
tree. It was young, with thin branches and a trunk no wider than 
myself. Yet even when caught in great gales and storms it never loses 
a branch. Even stranger was that the huge oak down the road had lost 
several branches this week from the blasting winds. _Am I the little 
tree or the oak?_ I questioned myself, huffing slightly. Without 
Sherlock, I sure felt as though someone was twisting and pulling 
parts of me off. 

I stood alone in my small, plain flat. There were no items of 
sentimental value to me and everything was so well organised you 
almost wished for a little mess. It was nothing like 221B. Each room 
was square and painted in dull colours. All of the furniture matched 
in a somewhat bleak manner. It was like standing in a dreary school 
hall in a morning assembly a€" I was surrounded by tired, 
ordinary-seeming lumps of paraphernalia in matching uniforms. Just 
looking around me was enough to bring on a pining pang of desire. I 
wanted Sherlock here to make a mess: to put heads in the fridge and 
vandalise the walls and burn body parts in my saucepan and forget to 
put the milk away so it goes sour and I have to buy yet another 
bottle. All the things that used to make me feel so angry, now I just 
miss them. Sherlock Holmes was infuriating, but it was my privilege 
to endure him. Now I'm equally infuriated that my privilege has been 
taken away by some cruel joke. I know Moriarty wasn't Sherlock's 
creation. I knew that man well enough to know that there's no way his 
amazing deductions could be a trick. I just wish I knew why Sherlock 
lied to me about being a fake before jumping. Did he honestly think 
I ' d believe it ? 

A wave of queasiness washed over me and I steadied myself on the 
windowsill. Today was a Saturday and, just like every Saturday, I 
planned to visit Sherlock. Well, Sherlock's grave, I amended. I 
always felt like this before going to see him. Mrs Hudson used to 
come with me. I haven't seen her for nearly five months now. I 
automatically glanced behind me at the Christmas card which stood 
alone on my bedside unit. It was from Mrs Hudson. I strode across the 
tiny room and picked up the card with a lingering smile. The picture 
on the front was a Winter scene with children throwing snowballs and 
ice skating. I opened the card gently, as if handling a precious 
artifact. Inside, she had written: 

'_Dearest John,_ 



_Merry Christmas! Remember, you're always welcome at 221B. _ 

_Please come and visit me soon, dear._ 

_Mrs Hudson x'_ 

I placed the card down weakly and held my hand tightly across my 
forehead. My breathing was raspy and uneven as I struggled to keep my 
emotions under control. I wouldn't cry. But god, did I need to. 

Once I had regained control, I pushed myself to have a shower and get 
dressed. The sooner I went to see Sherlock, the sooner I could come 
home. It wasn't that I didn't want to go to his grave. If that were 
true, I certainly wouldn't be doing it every week. The truth is that 
I didn't like going to his grave. Only dead people have graves. I 
don't want Sherlock to be dead. I want him to be alive. I want my 
miracle. It seems horribly unfair that some people get all they could 
ever want whilst my one wish remains ignored. I sighed heavily before 
gathering up my clothes. They were clean and smart a€" I wore them 
every Saturday and kept them immaculate. I lumbered off to my 
bathroom groggily, feeling like a traitor. 

A constant torrent of hot water cascaded against my body, flowing 
down my front and curling around my legs in a speeding 
helter-skelter. I relished the warmth, since my flat was always 
freezing and standing on the tiles prior to getting into the shower 
had leeched my body heat from my feet. I ran my soapy hands through 
my hair and over my body, feeling the rough mismatch of scars across 
my torso as I went. They're my battle scars (the physical ones, at 
least) . My worst was where a bullet had embedded itself in my left 
shoulder. The skin around the large pock mark was red and rough where 
there was some grafting. As a doctor, I had technically seen worse, 
but on my own body they felt like the most severe of all. I'm not 
particularly vain, but I just don't feel comfortable with my marks. I 
don't like anybody to see them, not even my girlfriends. I was always 
worried that somebody would comment on them or be disgusted. 

When I was in the shower I had time to think in peace. The water 
drowned out the noises of London, like the constant traffic and the 
shouting and the passing planes. I had always valued my time in the 
shower, even in 221B. It used to be the only place where Sherlock 
left me alone. That and the supermarket. If I knew how soon I would 
lose Sherlock, I don't believe I would have enjoyed the brief alone 
time as much. Now I have too much alone time on my hands. It was in 
the shower that I finally decided I owed everyone a huge apology. I 
had pushed all of my friends out after SherlockaC i left. It wasn't 
their fault. I felt especially bad about Mrs Hudson, stuck alone in 
her flat all day. It wasn't fair. The unpleasant thought spurred me 
to formulate a plan to go visit her over Christmas so that we both 
had some company. Maybe we could invite Lestrade and Molly over too 
for a chat. I could get them all presents like last year. That was 
our first Christmas without Sherlock. It felt strange to be together 
in his flat without his unthinkably rude comments and constant 
remarks. I never thought I'd miss that. But I do. 

It was only the seventh of December, but I needed to buy them all a 
decent Christmas present before the crowds of shoppers became 
unbearable. I knew that I couldn't buy their friendship back, but I'm 
sure they'd understand, right? I mean they must realise how much 



grief I'm in? I struggle to pick up the phone and talk to anyone, 
least of all those who Sherlock had kept company previously. After 
I've been to Sherlock's grave, I could go down to Oxford Street. 

There are loads of shops there a€" I would find something for 
everyone. I also wanted to get Sherlock a better Christmas present 
than some kind words and some flowers. He would have never 
appreciated flowers when he was alive; besides, they die after a few 
days. No, I could get him something more durable. More fitting. I 
found myself smiling a real, heartfelt smile. It felt misplaced on my 
face. I hadn't been happy for a long time and the concept of getting 
everyone a little gift and seeing them all again cheered me up. After 
all, they do deserve it. 


4 . Chapter 4 

* *CHAPTER 4 a€" Sherlock** 

I reclined against the leather chair one of Mycroft ' s _little 
helpers_ had sat me in, but I did not relax. I never relax fully a€" 
I'm always on edge. Waiting for something interesting to happen. She 
had asked me to hold still whilst she trimmed my slightly overgrown 
curls. I was jittery because there was a case. But I wasn't excited 
because John Watson was going to be murdered if I didn't solve it. 

The sensation was alien to me a€" I'm always exhilarated when there's 
a case on my hands. I tapped my foot impatiently and closed my eyes. 
For some reason, when I closed them I imagined John in front of me. I 
smiled intuitively, however upon opening my eyes my smile dissipated. 
John wasn't really there. 

Mycroft had insisted that we return to one of his more 'secretive' 
offices in order to discuss the issue properly. It was probably just 
an excuse to get himself out of the cold and to get me 'presentable' 
again. He always was the one to worry about mindless matters such as 
another's appearance. Currently, my irritating brother was strutting 
around the room, looking at me with a smirk. 

"What is so amusing?" I snapped, glaring at Mycroft with hard, 
unforgiving eyes. 

"Nothing," he replied, looking maddeningly smug. Unfortunately I was 
having trouble deducing exactly what he was thinking. 

"Tell me." 

"Nothing, Sherlock. I'm just happy you've finally learned how to 
love. If only John felt the same way," Mycroft met my eyes and stared 
long and hard. I wasn't sure if he sounded slightly sympathetic or 
not . 

"What exactly are you insinuating?" I questioned uneasily, my brow 
pulled down towards the bridge of my nose in a frown. 

"When was the last time you went into a case with the intention of 
saving somebody's life? Why are accepting a case you explicitly said 
was boring prior to discovering that John Watson is endangered?" 

I thought for a moment, my mind scrabbling for a good comeback and 
failing. I knew he was implying that I'm romantically attracted to 
John Watson, but that is not possible. I'm Sherlock Holmes a€" I 



don't love anyone. 


"He's my friend," I snarled. "Not that you know what friendship is. 
You're lonely. You feel obliged to mock me for having a platonic 
relationship with someone because you fail to do so. You cannot stand 
that in one area, I have the upper hand over you." 

"When will you grow up, Sherlock?" he retorted venomously, before 
turning his back on me. I wasn't entirely sure why he always told me 
to grow up. I'm not childish a€" I'm far more intellectual than any 
infant . 

There was an awkward silence for approximately five minutes. All I 
could hear was the frequent click of metal on metal as the hair 
stylist continued her work. Personally, I didn't mind the silence, 
however socially inept it may be considered. Mycroft ' s constant 
conversation antagonized me. Despite this, I deemed it necessary to 
break the silence in order to be informed on the case I was to 
investigate . 

"Tell me everything about the case, " I instructed coolly, sitting up 
straight and pressing my palms together. 

"Well, there isn't a case per saya€ | " Mycroft began tentatively, all 
the while watching me with an expression similar to that of somebody 
doing long mathematical sums in their head. 

"What do you mean, there's not a case?" I exploded, rising fluidly 
from my seat. Had Mycroft lead me here for no reason? Was it just an 
excuse to get me back to London? My brother always maddened me, but 
this was by far the worst. 

"I mean, Sherlock, that the police have filed what I believe to be 
murders as natural deaths. This is a case I want you to look into 
independently . " 

"Well, what of these supposed murders then?" I questioned hastily, my 
interest starting to ebb back. A case without Scotland Yard getting 
in my way with all their regulations and procedures is a welcome 
one . 

"Do you recall a Thomas Finch?" Mycroft pressed. I shook my 
head . 

"Why should I?" 

"You solved his young daughter's murder in 2001. He was in his 
sixties, and died whilst commuting on the London Underground during a 
peak time. The post-mortem examination revealed that he died from 
asphyxia . " 

"That's the deprivation of oxygen a€" essentially suffocation. How 
could he suffocate on a busy Tube?" My mind immediately began listing 
possibilities . 

"Well, Finch had a heart condition. They believe he died from sudden 
arrhythmia-" 

"Of course! His heart rate became irregular, limiting the supply of 
oxygen to his cells. So his body suffocated itself." 



Mycroft nodded curtly, before continuing. 

"That was in August. Two months later, a Jack Mason died during a 
large conference in Central London. He's a-" 

"An idiot, yes I know." 

"You do know the man?" Mycroft ' s mouth set into a grim line. 

"He's a forensic scientist, technically. But he has tried to 
intervene with several previous cases and always dismissed my 
deductions as 'a deluded method of solving crimes'." I smiled 
briefly. "So, Mason also died a slow, painful death from 
asphyxia? " 

"That's what the post-mortem revealed. They didn't link it to Finch's 
death a€" they both had heart conditions." 

I thought carefully for a moment. I had four ideas of how these 
people may have been murdered. It was becoming increasingly 
improbable that they died naturally. 

"The last death of this nature was slightly different. Sarah Ryans, a 
perfectly healthy forty-two year old died from the same symptoms. She 
passed away in her home, alone but she had flown into Gatwick Airport 
earlier that day. She was a respected Politician and it would seem 
that she's our killer's mistake. However, her death was eventually 
closed as natural causes because a toxicology examination revealed no 
poisons and there was simply no evidence of foul play." 

"She should have died at Gatwick Airport, " I stated quietly, tapping 
my fingers. "They all died in crowded areas. The killer moved with 
the crowds and was undetectable. The deaths were controlled and 
happened once the killer was out of the vicinity. It must be 
poison . " 

"Sherlock, I told you that the toxicology tests came back negative. 
There were no poisons detected. Not to mention the fact that there 
were no needle marks or other entry points for poison on any of the 
victims . " 

"There must be!" I cried, pacing rapidly across the room. It is 
expensive to run many toxicology tests, so unless there is suspected 
murder only an initial test is done. I knew of many poisons that 
would not be revealed from this basic examination. I could tell this 
was going to be a brilliant case. Undetectable murders are simply 
fascinating. I wanted to fully examine all of the bodies as soon as 
possible, that is, once I've ensured John's safety. I felt torn 
between my usual burning desire to finish a case as quickly as 
possible and the need to save John. 

"How does this involve John?" I questioned urgently in an attempt to 
escape my distracted thoughts. 

"Well, since these people all link back to either you or me, I had to 
consider the possibility that someone was working their way towards 
avenging Moriarty, since he's your only real enemy. I already knew of 
several members of Moriarty 's web, so began monitoring them as a 
precaution. I had hoped that they wouldn't be so cautious what with 



you gone. I recorded an online conversation between one of these 
associates and someone under the name ' JM'." 

"You believe that it stands for Jim Moriarty, " I stated monotonously. 
Personally I believe that Moriarty is a maggot-eaten corpse six feet 
under, but there was no sense in disputing my brother when he was 
telling me the details. 

"I believe it may be connected to James Moriarty, yes," Mycroft 
confirmed, as if I was unsure. I scoffed at the notion. "Well, in 
this conversation, '_JM_' asked if the three '_pawns_' had been dealt 
with. Due to the time and context of the conversation, I am fairly 
certain that was a reference to Finch, Mason and Ryans. The associate 
agreed and he was instructed to take care of '_the queen_' when 
possible . " 

"That could be anyone! There's no evidence this mundane metaphor is 
even linked to me," I argued defiantly. 

"Patience, Sherlock. I had this associate taken in for 
questioning . " 

"You mean you had him beaten to a pulp until he begged for mercy and 
gave you any information he could muster?" I added calmly. Mycroft 
gave me a disapproving glare. 

"Regardless, you'll be thrilled to know that he not only told me the 
'_queen_' happens to be John Watson but that he swore he still works 
for Moriarty. It appears that Moriarty himself is baying for revenge 
and you're his primary focus. I also assume that you're the king in 
their ' _mundane_ ' metaphor, although I think a queen is more 
befitting to your personality, don't you agree?" 

"I couldn't care less for your pathetic attempts to belittle me by 
trying to damage the stereotypical ego you so wrongly believe I own, " 
I said haughtily. "Plus, Moriarty wouldn't be trying to get his 
revenge if he's alive. It's not his style. This 'JM' could be anyone 
behind a screen - a fake. His associates could all be entirely 
misled. They're not all criminal masterminds, you know." 

"I think it would be wise not to assume anything at this moment. 
Regardless, it is extremely likely that John Watson is the next 
person to undergo sudden heart failure if you do not 
intervene . " 

"Well, we already know where and when the murderer will strike, " I 
said matter-of-fact ly . 

"Do we?" Mycroft replied, raising one eyebrow in disbelief. 

"Yes, it's simple. Surely even you could have worked this one out by 
now?" I teased gleefully. "Shall I elaborate?" 

"Yes," Mycroft sighed tiredly. 

"Well, the others died in a crowded place. Where is John going to be 
today? Anywhere crowded?" 

"Not that I am aware of, Sherlock. He's currently at the cemetery, 
paying his respects to your grave." 



"Well why would he do that? It's just a stone in the ground." 


"John thinks that your corpse is underneath it. He visits your grave 
every Saturday morning," Mycroft told me apathetically. However, he 
kept avoiding eye contact, as if he felt uncomfortable or guilty or 
upset . 

I reeled back a little, feeling strangely nauseous. Why would John 
spend every Saturday morning going to see me? It's not like I'm there 
a€" it's unhealthy. Does he really value the brief time in which we 
accompanied each other that much? 

"Does he go straight home after going toa€ | my grave?" I asked 
Mycroft slowly. I had to get back to the case at hand. I hated all 
these distractions. 

"Yes, he does most days." 

"Good. I'll just go back to 221B and explain the situation. Give him 
a bit of a surprise." 

"Sherlocka€| John doesn't live in Baker Street anymore," Mycroft said 
carefully, as though I was a bomb that could explode if 
pushed . 

"What? Why not?" I didn't understand. How can someone who visits my 
grave every weekend move out of our flat? 

"I suspect it's because you're not there." 

"Tell me about his wonderful new life then," I demanded bitterly. I 
don't see how he could have left when I was his whole life. 

"Oh, for crying out loud, Sherlock!" Mycroft raised his voice in 
exasperation as he detected my bitterness. "He had a life before you 
and he'll certainly have one afterwards. He lives in Westminster in a 
small one-bedroom flat. He works at Whittington Hospital. He's lost 
many pounds since you left and has infrequent sexual relations with 
women, none of which last longer than a few weeks-" 

"Boring!" I called. I did not care for John's string of women. They 
never lasted and he never really seemed to be in love with them at 
all. At least, he never wanted more than a beer in front of some 
awful television show when they left him. I suppose domestic bliss 
doesn't fit well with solving crimes a€" I remember one girlfriend of 
his that got abducted by the Black Lotus smuggling organisation. 
Surprisingly, she was one of John's longest relationships. I clenched 
my fists angrily. My painfully human mind wouldn't shut up a€" I 
couldn't think clearly. 

"Just find out where he's going after the cemetery. If it's anywhere 
other than his home, contact me immediately. I will have to get to 
John before the killer does, so be efficient." 

"Where are you going?" Mycroft asked me as I pulled on my long coat 
and began winding my blue scarf around my slim neck. 

"Good question, brother!" I declared. "I'm going to visit my 
grave ! " 



I could hear him sighing melodramatically as I left. 


5 . Chapter 5 
* *CHAPTER 5 a€" John** 

The damp winter air clung to me persistently, as though I were 
trapped under layers of fabric that suffocated and restricted my 
every move. My breaths were short and I felt light-headed. It wasn't 
a foreign sensation to me; I used to experience it in the army after 
an adrenalin-fuelled confrontation. There would be a moment of 
suspension, where I was neither occupied nor calm and I would 
remember that people were dying left right and centre. It felt as 
though someone had put an execution hood over my head and I was being 
led blindly. In moments like those, I felt truly vulnerable, more so 
than I did when I was literally in the firing line. But I hadn't felt 
like that since Afghanistan, not until now. The reason I felt so 
apprehensive was because someone had left Sherlock a gift on his 
grave. But I wasn't sure it was aimed at him a€" I think someone left 
it as a threat. A threat for me. 

At first it wasn't particularly threatening. It was just four green 
roses and a note perched on top. But upon reading the note, which I 
had previously assumed would be some kind words in memory of 
Sherlock, I felt sick to say the least. It read: 

'_You should have been more careful when choosing who you associated 
with. Holmes never has and never will be on the side of the angels. 

He is a murderer and his accomplices should be treated as such. I 
anticipate the moment you and Holmes meet again a€" in Hell._' 

I was confused as to who would write such a thing, especially when it 
has been so long since Sherlock's fall. Most of the threats and 
hatred came shortly afterwards, when the media were spewing out their 
ridiculous stories about Sherlock being a fake. But they diminished 
slowly over time, as the papers found another person's reputation to 
ruin and Sherlock Holmes became an unworthy topic of conversation. A 
man like Sherlock has to have enemies, but to threaten me? How did 
they know I would visit Sherlock at all? I was anxious to know who 
had written this note and how they knew I still cared. But underneath 
the dizziness and the confusion was a much stronger emotion: anger. I 
was furious that someone could be so disrespectful. Sherlock may have 
been an arrogant arse, but after all the unsolvable crimes he solved 
he does not deserve to be spoken poorly of. I know he's not a fake, 
or a murderer. I just know it. 

After the waves of shock and suffocating anxiety passed, I was left 
with raw anger. When I stared at the gaudy green roses lying smugly 
at the foot of Sherlock's headstone, I could think of nothing but the 
person who put them there. I imagined some thug sneaking around loved 
ones' graves, scoffing at Sherlock's headstone, feeling no remorse as 
they placed the stupid flowers and the offensive note above his 
resting place. My ears became tinged with red as I clenched my fists, 
before clutching the roses indignantly and hurling them away from me. 
I ignored the dull stinging sensation in my right palm where the 
thorns had scratched me. The pain was barely acknowledged by my 
brain, which was instead teeming with fury and shame. Shaking 
profoundly, I placed my hand upon the top of Sherlock's tombstone and 



closed my eyes. _We ' re alright, Sherlock. I'm alright. I'll always 
believe in you. You're the best man I've ever had the privilege of 
meeting_. I didn't notice the smear of blood on top of Sherlock's 
grave as I walked away and so continued to stay oblivious to the fact 
that my right palm was torn into ragged shreds . 


6. Chapter 6 

**A/N: Chapter 6 is now fixed. There seemed to be some sort of 
formatting error :/ Anyway thank you so much to Beautybeastand me for 
letting me know!** 

* *CHAPTER 6 a€" Sherlock** 

John was upset. I could clearly see that from the way his chest was 
rising and falling and from his vacant expression. I stood not twenty 
metres away from him, but the idiot failed to see me. My camouflage 
wasn't even particularly elaborate. I was positioned next to a tree 
on a hill overlooking the top of the cemetery. I was here with the 
excuse of collecting information to solve John's murder, but with the 
intention of fulfilling my disagreeable desire to watch John, to take 
note of his every movement. I suppose I could possibly get some clues 
from observing him. I had to focus on the case in order to save his 
lif e . 

"John doesn't even know I'm alive," I muttered to myself with a 
frown. It was an odd concept, to physically view someone paying their 
respects to your own grave. 

Again, I considered approaching John right now and telling him that 
his life is at risk. Then he would not be disadvantaged by not 
knowing he could be brutally murdered at any point. But how would I 
find the murderer? If the murder goes almost entirely to plan, then I 
will have all the information and clues necessary to solve the case 
and could still intervene when John's vital organs begin to shut 
down. It would be a lot easier to solve a crime I watched happen. 
After some brief deliberation, I decided to remain still and wait for 
Mycroft to inform me of when and where John will be at risk. In the 
meantime, I could observe John quite safely. John Watson was 
fascinating, really. He was stupid just like everyone else but 
there's something about him that made him seem like the subject of an 
experiment. I was compelled to learn everything about him, understand 
every gesture and every look he gave me. I put it down to my hunger 
for knowledge and our close friendship. Never would I have imagined 
myself to have friends before John, but there's something different 
about him. We both love the chase when everybody else hates the 
rush . 

John was gripping a crumpled piece of paper in his left hand and I 
wondered what it was. It was impossible to know for sure from this 
distance. All I could deduce was that someone else had paid their 
respects to my grave, as I could see some stems protruding from the 
side of my headstone. However, I couldn't observe anything other than 
this apart from John due to the angle from which I was viewing the 
scene . 


"But why would John look so distressed simply because there are 
flowers on my grave?" I knew John hadn't put them there, as he knows 
well that I despise it when people desecrate their recently departed 



relative's grave with chemically perfumed flowers and fatuous poems. 

I suppose John might be irritated, knowing that someone could do 
something so excruciatingly ordinary in a pathetic attempt to pay 
their respect. The note must be from someone insufferable; John would 
not crumple a note if it was from someone whose company he did not 
despise. If only I could read that note in John's fist a€" then the 
situation would be a lot easier to unfurl. 

My thought processes halted suddenly, in a similar manner to how cogs 
jerkily stop when something obstructs their teeth. My attention 
flickered to John, who was getting increasingly enraged. His cheeks 
started to flush scarlet and the piercing shade then spread to his 
upper ears . 

"Oh, how interesting!" I marvelled quietly. I did not want to be 
detected just as something good begun to happen. John was angry. The 
paper in his fist could be a note insulting me, or someone trying to 
threaten him. I half hoped that the murderer himself wrote it. It 
could be a death threat to John, but I doubted he would react in this 
manner if that were true. Then again, only a boring killer would 
write death threats to their next victim. That is, unless, they are 
just egotistical. 

John's rage soon became apparent in his actions, just like usual. I 
can't help but smile inwardly every time he becomes aggressive. 
However, sometimes his aggression is aimed at me. It is unusual for 
me to smile, even inwardly, as I don't usually find anyone pleasing 
enough to do so. I do try to smile, albeit forced, for certain 
people. John especially relies on human body language extensively, as 
whenever I smile I can clearly observe his satisfaction. I do truly 
believe that he thinks I have a compassionate side. I won't deny that 
many of the smiles I gave John were entirely genuine and instinctual. 
Nevertheless, I felt myself being distracted by the constant thought 
processes streaming through my mind. 

"Shut up!" I cursed in a hushed tone, silencing all of the gratuitous 
speculations . 

John's rage became apparent to me because he suddenly lunged for 
whatever was resting on the ground above my "corpse". They were 
roses, with petals stained a garish green colour. I scoffed at the 
irony; whether the roses were meant for me or for John, the green 
colour is representative of vitality. He glared at them momentarily, 
as if that would perhaps cause them to wilt. Maybe John was willing 
the owner of those flowers to appear so he could wrap his strong 
hands around their throat. Naturally, neither of these events 
occurred. I smirked. I was getting good at that. Instead, John's 
knuckles whitened as he tightened his grip around the stems of the 
roses and he hurled them with a frustrated yell. I smiled, which was, 
upon reflection, perhaps somewhat inappropriate. Maybe I wasn't so 
good at this. Not that I particularly cared, especially since there 
was no way John was ever going to be aware enough to notice me. After 
his outburst John's expression softened and he patted my headstone 
for reasons unbeknown to me. Then he just walked briskly away. I 
reached for my phone, worried that John may leave and get murdered 
before I can save him. The notifications bar was infuriatingly blank. 
Mycroft had not contacted me. I tapped the screen quickly, sending 
him an urgent text with an underlying, ever present tone of 
contempt . 



As soon as John was out of the vicinity, I ran towards my grave, 
vaulting over the cemetery's low fencing. However, my grave was not 
my destination. I sprinted past it, instead scooping up the roses 
strewn several metres away. I pricked my fingers on the thorns but I 
hardly noticed. I was captivated by this turn of events. The roses 
had blood on them, distributed widely enough for it to be reasonable 
to presume that John had cut his whole palm open. I recalled the 
conversation I had had earlier with Mycroft about the victims having 
no obvious signs of injection for poison entry. What if the poison 
was rubbed into cuts on the victim's body that appeared natural? The 
murderer places roses on my grave alongside what was probably a rude 
note, knowing that John would lose his temper and cut himself on the 
thorns. John is in a crowded place, where a person bumping into 
somebody is not a cause for suspicion. The murderer has the poison on 
their person and grazes it past John's open wound. John is poisoned, 
yet the autopsy could investigate the cut and it would be noted as 
natural and therefore irrelevant. Not the brightest of murder plots, 
but smart enough to fool Scotland Yard. Maybe Mycroft was correct in 
this instance and the murderer is trying to catch my attention. 
Perhaps John's murder is a desperate attempt to get me emotionally 
invested. They may have even been stupid enough to believe that I 
would be so emotionally affected that my crime-solving skills would 
be diminished. This murderer is either extremely intelligent, 
extremely dangerous, or both. I hoped they were the latter. 

My mobile's ringtone sounded and I answered it hastily. It was 
Mycroft . 

"John's in a taxi now. His destination is Oxford Street," Mycroft 
informed me in an indifferent tone. 

"I'm surprised, brother. I expected the British Government to be much 
faster in its response, " I replied slowly as I rushed towards the 
nearest main road. 

"Believe it or not, brother," Mycroft retaliated venomously, "I'm not 
a mind reader. I contacted you as soon as we got the registration of 
the taxi John called. It only took me thirty seconds upon John's 
departure from the cemetery." 

"Thirty seconds? You're slipping, Mycroft," I said smugly, ringing 
off and climbing into the nearest taxi. 

"Oxford Street, please. Oh, and if you make it quick I'll tell you 
how to get out of your crippling gambling debt." 


End 
f ile . 



